128                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

But let us quit politics. You cannot form
an idea of the pleasure that you would do
me by accepting my invitation to breakfast.

cxxx.

PARIS, Saturday, August^ 1848.
HAVE I translated for you a very pretty
ballad of. a Greek who returns to his home
after a long absence and whom his wife does
not recognize ? Like Penelope she asks him
for details about his house; he answers cor-
rectly, but she is not convinced; she asks for
other details, which she obtains, and then
she recognizes him. All this is left to your
powers of divination. Good-by; I am wait-
ing for news from you.

CXXXI.

PARIS, August 12, 1848.

I CANNOT tell you how angry I am with

you.    Apricots and prunes have gone out

of season and I expected the pleasure of

eating some with you,    I am perfectly sureon for the riots of June 23d to 26th. A
